l us tit), 

No,yettime ferues,whereiiiyou may redeeme 
Y our bamfht honors,and reltore your felues. 

Into the good thoughts ofthe world againe: 

Reueng the ieering and tfifdaind contempt 
Of this proud Iving,who ftudies day and ni ght 
To aufvvercall the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloudie payment of your deaths: 

T herefore I fay, 

fVor. Peace Coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vndafpe a fecret booke. 

And to your quicke concerning difeontents 

lie read you matter deepeand dangerous, r. 

As full of'perill and aduenterousfpirit. 

As to ore vvalke a Current roringlowd. 

On the vnfteadftft footing of a Ipeare. 

Hot. If hee fall in,good night,or finke or fwime 
Send danger from the £aft vnto the weftj * 

So honor cro He it, from the North to South, 

And let them grappletO the bioud more ftirrs 

To ro wfc a Lion, than to ftar t a Hare. 

North. Imagination of fome great exploit 
Driues him beyond the boundesof patience. 

By heauen me thinkes it were an eafie leape, 

To pluckbrighchonor from the pale-fac’dMoonc 
Or diue into the bot^ome of the deepe, 

Where fadomelinecouldneuertpuch theground. 

And pluck vp drowned honor by the lockes. 

So he that doth redeeme her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities: 

But out vpon this halfefac’t feliow/hip. 

Wor. Heapprehendes a world of figures here. 

But not the forme ofwhatbeihould attend, ; 

Good Coofin giuc me audiente for a while. j 
Hot. I cry you mercy, 

Wor. T hofe fame noble Scots that are your prifoners,' 
Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By God lie ihall not banc a Scot of them, 

No, if a Scot would faue his fQuiejheihall not . 
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Henry the 'fourth. 

Ilekecpcthembythi»ifaftnd. ; ! 

Wor You flare away. 

And lend no earc vnto my pifrpofcs: 
Thofe prifoners you Hull keepe. 


But I will find bun whetiheliesa flecpe, 

Andinhis earc He hollo Mortnnerf 
Nay,llehaue aftarlinglhal be taught tofpeake 
No' thing but Mortimer, and giueit him, 

To keepe his anger-flill in mbtion, 

Wor. Hecre you coofin a word. 

Hot. All ftudies here l lolemnlydcfic, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrooke, 

And that fame fword and buckler Prince of Wales, 
But tiiat I thinke his father loues him not, 

And would be glad he mep with idine mifchance; 

I would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

t*’or- Farewell kinsman, He talke to you 
When you are betcer tempered to attend. 

A^r.Why whatavvafpe tonguc& impatient foolc 
Arc thou, to breakc into this womans moodc, 
Tyingthinecarctono tongue, but thine ownc? 

Hot. Why looke yoii,l am whipt and fcourg'd with 
Nctled, and Hung with pifmires.when I hearc (rods 
Of this vile politician Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what do you call the place; 

A plague vpon it,itis in G loceftei ihire; 

T was where the mad cap Duke his vncle kept. 

His vncle yorke, where I firf! Oowedmy knee 
Vnto this King of Imiles, this Bullingbrooke: 

Zbloud when you and liecanie back from Rauenfpur 
Nor. At Bdrkly Cable. Hot. You fay true 

why what aCandie deal of curtelic, 

This fawning greyhound then did profferme, 

Looke when thisinlant fortune came to a^e 

And gentle Harry Per-ey- and kind Coolinl * 


Hot- Nay, 1 will: mats nay 

Hefaidhe w:Quldin'Qt-ramome Mortimer, 


C 


